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It was finally time. Emily had never done anything like this before, she was usually much more reserved and careful. She'd always been that way, moreso than she ever really wanted to be. It was just her nature to think about things, and then think about them some more, and hope that maybe, eventually, once she thought about them enough she'd feel more certain. No, jumping in like this was not like her at all.

But jump in she had. She simply couldn't stay away from G-tech, the place was like a mystery, or some kind of riddle she couldn't solve, and that frustrated her to no end. So many people seemed to promote it, and yet lots of people just seemed to disappear around the place. Despite the talk of accidents, people consumed their products without a care in the world. It just didn't make sense!

Her attempts to get some kind of secret knowledge about the place through other means had failed too. Hacking was supposed to be her thing, but the place had security like she'd never seen. There was no way it should be this secure. She wasn't sure the government was this secure! What could they be hiding, she wondered? What could possibly be inside that they didn't want people to know?

The blonde struggled to move beyond it. She was obsessed. The more she tried to look past it, the more it sucked her in, like some impossible problem that dared her to solve it. She already hated puzzles that defied her attempts to solve them; this one was even worse because it seemed to taunt her with each failure.

So really, she had no choice. She had to go in. She had to enter the lion's den, and see what was there. If she was honest, it was rather thrilling; there was something extremely exciting about going undercover. Well, not really going undercover, just lying about why she was trying to get a job there. A job that they seemed happy to give her, much to her surprise. No matter, the easier they made it for her, the sooner she could put all of this behind her.

G-tech itself looked unassuming, like any other lab or office building from the outside. Boring. Generic. Perhaps too normal, or too generic, like someone had intentionally tried to make it look that way. Most suspicious.

But she couldn't focus on that too much, she had a job to do, and part of that job was not looking overly suspicious by gawking at the architecture too much. Straightening her blouse, she walked in, trying to appear confident and normal. Honestly, it turned out that it was harder to appear normal than she realized; how did people pretend to not be suspicious or doing things without looking suspicious?

At least no one seemed to comment on it. In fact, the receptionist practically waved her on through, telling her to head down to lab number seven. Was this place that big? It hadn't looked so from the outside.

It turned out that not only was it that big, it was much bigger. There were signs and maps of course, but the interior of the G-tech building was practically a labyrinth of interconnecting hallways and rooms. How it all fit inside the building, Emily couldn't imagine. But perhaps that didn't matter. What mattered was getting to her location... and not getting distracted on the way.

Because it was very easy to get distracted when you walked by windows that showed what was happening inside. Emily caught her jaw dropping at least twice, as she walked by rooms where there were people with breasts the size of their bodies, being milked and moaning erotically, whereas other rooms contained what appeared at first to be giant novelty eggs, only for her to notice that the eggs had faces. Was that what was happening to people here? Were they being turned into things?

Sure, G-tech products turned people's skin color temporarily, and promised to provide various kinds of physical modifications, but nothing like this. Was this what happened to the people who tried things before they went to market?

Part of her wanted to flee right then. It was too dangerous, she might end up like them! But on the other hand, it was still thrilling; it was dangerous and exciting and she wasn't used to feeling like this. She would press on.

Finally, after some time, Emily found lab number seven. Thankfully, inside there were no giant egg people or human cows. Instead, the place looked like some kind of orchard, only the trees were growing strange fruits that she'd never seen before. Some looked like apples, only they were blue. Others looked like purple oranges. The various plants on the bushes were equally strange, though not in color. Instead, the fruits were far larger than she'd ever seen. Blackberries and blueberries the size of her fist, and strawberries the size of her head. And they smelled delicious.

So delicious in fact, that Emily caught herself sticking her head a bit too close to them, her hand reaching out to pick one. No, she couldn't! Remember the egg people! Stopping herself, she straightened up, looking around for any sign of anyone. This was certainly the first orientation where no one had been there to make sure she'd find her away around.

“Ah, there you are. They said someone new was coming.”

“Yes, ah, I'm the new person-” Emily turned around to see who was talking to her, only to find herself having to look up. The woman before her did not look normal under any definition of the word. She was tall, clearly over six feet, and extremely muscular. More than that, she wore a tank top and cargo pants, and had what appeared to be a labcoat tied around her waist. Her skin was black like coal, and her eyes were redder than rubies, and they seemed to stare into her when they met. Somehow, Emily felt like she was some kind of desert on a plate about to be eaten. “I'm... Emily,” she finally got out, entirely overwhelmed by the woman's presence.

“Wonderful!” And then the woman suddenly broke into a smile and hugged her tight, giving her a squeeze that made it hard for Emily to breathe. It only lasted a moment, but it was clear that this woman's energy, no matter how it was expressed, was always at an eleven. “Now, I tend to go through assistants very quickly, but I think you'll be a good one. Just follow the rules I have, and nothing will go wrong. I'm Gina by the way, glad to meet you.”

“Should I ask what happened to the others...?” Emily felt a pit in her stomach. She had a feeling she'd already seen the others.

“You can, but it's simple. They broke the rules. You see, I have the rules because otherwise, bad things happen. They're very easy rules of course, but you'd be surprised how easily people break them.”

“Alright so... What are they?” Emily swallowed thickly. She really hoped they weren't complex.

“It's simple. Rule one, never eat anything I don't give you myself. Rule two, never touch anything I don't tell you to touch. Rule three, don't go anywhere I don't tell you to go. The reason why accidents happen is that people start wanting to touch or eat things, and they're experiments of mine and not meant for other people to interact with. As long as you remember the rules, you'll be fine.”

“That sounds pretty simple.” Emily felt a bit better about that. She could handle that; the rules weren't hard! Though she vaguely remembered the feeling of wanting to eat some of the fruit. Her eyes wandered back towards them, before she caught herself. No, focus on this woman. She was suspicious! Clearly, she was up to something, and Emily needed to find out what as soon as she could.

“I'm glad you think so. Of course, that's what everyone says, and then they break them and I have to find new assistants. It's rather annoying.”

“I can imagine.” Emily motioned to the fruits. “So what exactly are these? They seem kinda abnormal.”

“Ah, my garden. You see, I'm head of research and development here. Whatever I have a mind to create, it's my job to create it. Sometimes this leads to wondrous new inventions, but more often than not it's just a reason to make rainbow colored watermelons. Still, nearly every G-tech product you're familiar with was likely created by me.”

“I see. So you own this place?”

That made Gina laugh. “Own it? No, that would by my boss. He's a charming one, trust me. Most people fall in love with him after one meeting. Suffice it to say he's as gluttonous as I am, just in the opposite way... But that's a different matter.”

“Alright, I'll be careful then.” Yeah, Emily didn't like the idea of coming across someone that charming so quickly. She might really lose focus on her mission if that happened. “So are these fruits safe or are they some kind of experiment...?”

“Oh, everything I do is an experiment. You're here to help me organize the mess. I tend to just go off and do whatever comes to mind, and the whole thing ends up all over the place. In fact-” A sudden beeping cut Gina off, as she picked up what looked like a pager. “Ah, going to have to pause here. Apparently, some of the workers had another accident. I'll be back in a few minutes; just stay here and try not to do anything foolish.”

Emily opened her mouth to respond, but Gina was already out the door, leaving the blonde on her own. At least this would give her a chance to look around a bit, maybe figure something out about the place. Pulling out a hair tie, she pulled her hair into a ponytail; it was time to get to work.

Gina hadn't been lying to her; the woman had no sense of organization. It was almost like a child, leaving stuff everywhere. There were tables and counters just in the middle of the plants, like she'd decided what she needed right then was to have her workstation literally next to the things she was working on. Only from what Emily could tell, they didn't have to do with anything that was nearby! And none of it was at all sorted or kept in any kind of system. It was maddening. If nothing else, she was certain she was going to start by fixing all of this. After all, what better excuse to go through everything than by saying that you needed to sort it all... because you actually did have to sort it all.

And it was not getting easier to focus when the damn plants all smelled like heaven. Emily's mouth was practically watering from the scent alone, and she was growing hungrier by the minute. Gina apparently forgot to mention that part of the problem was that she left her assistants in places where it was really hard to not be seduced by the siren call of delicious produce, and if she was being honest, Emily wasn't certain Gina hadn't coordinated all of this to leave on purpose or something. Was this a test?

If it was, Emily felt like she was going to fail it soon. As minutes ticked by, her stomach growled more, and the urge to eat something, anything at all,w as growing. She felt ravenous, and even her normally strong will was starting to give out. She knew the rules existed for a reason, but she was also becoming painfully aware of just why Gina said people kept breaking them.

Maybe she could mitigate the damage. Maybe if she focused on something small, that seemed safe, nothing bad would happen? Sure, that was a rationalization, and probably just a good way to get herself into trouble, but when she was feeling this hungry she couldn't think straight.

Eyeing the blueberries, she figured those might be safest. After all, they looked normal, even if they were the size of her fist. Surely, she could just have one, and then the hunger would go away and she could focus on her job, right?

Plucking one, Emily looked down at the fruit, knowing that it was a woefully bad idea to eat this when it broke one of the rules. Then again, she was touching it and that also broke one of the rules, so maybe it wouldn't be so bad. She had already crossed the line right? Her stomach growled again, sealing her decision.

Biting into the blue fruit, two things exploded at once: the juice and the flavor. She'd never tasted anything so good. Instantly, she was moaning in bliss, despite the juice staining her cheeks. In moments, Emily found that she'd eaten the entire thing, and yet all she could feel was hunger. The desire seized control of her mind; she needed more, and she needed it now. Plucking another, and then another, she wolfed down each berry without a care in the world, ignoring the juice that splashed onto the ground. All the blonde cared about was eating more and satiating herself.

Emily lost track of how many she actually ate. It was all a haze of hunger and delicious blueberry juice. She also wasn't really sure how long it had been since she started. All she knew is that she didn't come out of it until she suddenly realized that she was extremely full. Leaning back against one of the tables, she rested a hand against her bloated middle, wincing as she noticed how it caused the buttons on her shirt to pucker slightly. She really over did it. And she was suddenly feeling very worried about what was going to come next.

“I see you broke the rules.”

Gina's voice almost made Emily jump out of her own skin. Squeaking in surprise, she turned to her employer, blushing in embarrassment but knowing there wasn't any point in trying to hide it. “Okay, yes, I broke the rules. I couldn't help it! You didn't say that the fruit would all smell so good and make me want it that badly!”

Gina raised and eyebrow, tilting her head slightly. “You say the scent made you hungry, and it was overpowering?” Immediately, she grabbed pen and paper, as though she was entirely unaware of this. Or perhaps, entirely unaffected for some reason. Whatever it was, she was writing furiously. “Well, that explains why people can't resist them. Now is that a bad thing...”

“It is a bad thing! Look at my belly-” Emily cut herself off as she looked down. Her belly was definitely bigger than it had been a moment before. She felt fuller too. In focusing on Gina, she hadn't noticed it, but it was definitely larger. Placing her hands on either side of it, the blonde noticed that it felt like something was sloshing around inside of her, some kind of liquid. Her eyes widened as panic gripped her. She had a really, really terrible feeling about this. “Uh... Gina...? What happens to those who eat the blueberries...?”

“Oh, they all turn into blueberries obviously.”

Emily had know that was coming, but it still hit her hard, mostly with disbelief. She couldn't possibly become a blueberry. Not her! Even as she felt the liquid inside her moving around, even as she felt her belly growing against her hands, she couldn't believe it was happening to her. “Well can't you do something about it? Stop it? Fix it? Me?”

Gina turned around, a smirk on her face. A smirk that Emily certainly did not feel any comfort from. Nor did she feel comfort in Gina's nonchalance, or that look in her eyes. If Emily felt like she was product before, she definitely felt like it now. “Can I? Probably. Will I? Absolutely not. Because you see, my dear swelling assistant, you broke the rules.”

“Yes, I did! I'm sorry! Please fix me!” Emily's gut made a loud gurgling sound, pushing out a bit further. The gaps between the buttons were growing larger, and she was having to hold her gut with both hands at this point. She felt fuller than she'd ever been, and she looked extremely pregnant. The feeling that she was doomed was growing stronger.

“Fix you? Absolutely not. After all, you ate my products, which means I'm going to recoup the loss with you. Juice for juice. The question will be how much juice you'll produce, and whether you'll want to stay that way afterwards.”

“Stay that way? Why would I want to-” Emily cut herself off as she looked at her hands. From beneath her sleeves came a blue color, spreading across her hands. She was so preoccupied with her gut that she'd never even considered that she might be turning blue. Emily watched in shock as the color made its way down each finger, until it was unclear that they hadn't ever been blue.

“Because, my dear swelling berry, it's a very stimulating experience. After all, you're going to be feeling things humans can't normally feel, and so those sensations are translated to the brain as pleasure. Intense. Erotic. Pleasure.” Gina poked Emily's breast, and instantly she was hit with a wave of pleasure. When had her breasts gotten so sensitive?

“O-okay. Maybe. But still! You can't possibly think I'll be a good berry! My juice would be terrible! I mean-”

Emily was silenced when Gina placed a finger to her now blue lips. “Quiet. You'll make delicious juice, I'm sure of it. And besides, you were already adorable. Now, you'll be even more so. I can already picture how cute you'll look as you become big and swollen and round~”

“R-round?” Emily squeaked, before swallowing thickly. She could taste the blueberry juice so clearly. She was still growing fuller by the moment. How could anyone feel this full?

“Yep! Like a ball. And you're probably completely blue by this point. Look at your hair.” Gina took Emily's ponytail, moving it around so Emily could see her blonde hair turn blue down the tips.

“My hair...” She had never really loved her blonde hair, but she'd never considered what it would be like if it disappeared. However, there wasn't much time to think about that, as Emily's gut made another loud gurgling sound and surged forth, bursting two of the buttons on her shirt with a loud snapping sound. The shock took Emily by surprise, causing her to drop her belly. Immediately, her waistband was placed under stress, too much stress for it to contain. The button and zipper of her slacks burst off, giving her gut more room to grow. Room it very much seemed to enjoy.

Emily's eyes bulged as she watched herself growing. “Gina, how big am I going to get exactly?” She had a feeling she already knew the answer. But she didn't want to assume all the same.

“Well, in general, it's around two and a half times the height of the person. So for you... thirteen or fourteen feet? Unless you're a special case, which would make you even larger...” Clearly, Gina was teasing her, and it was working.

“How much bigger is even larger?” Emily watched as her breasts began to swell outwards, pressing against her bra and shirt. She'd never considered what she might look like with a larger bust, but she was quickly going from enjoyable to worrying. It didn't help that her breasts, specifically her nipples, were apparently extremely sensitive, and she was definitely not prepared for this. Biting her lip, Emily rubbed her thighs together slightly, growing aroused in front of her boss was more embarrassing than she realized. And also kind of arousing because of that too.

“Oh, looks like someone is getting into it.” Gina walked up, pressing a finger into Emily's breast again, causing a stain to appear around the breast. “And oh, you're leaking~”

Emily audibly moaned when her breast was touched, even as she felt her breast swelling more against Gina's finger. This was super embarrassing. And also very arousing. “Oh god... it feels so good...”

Gina smirked, looking down at her swelling assistant. “My my, I think you're enjoying my teasing too.”

“I-I am not...” Emily's rear suddenly swelled, juice flowing to each butt cheek as she widened her stance to stay stable. She could feel her pants stretching across her growing rear, even as she felt her hips and thighs join in. At the very least, she was starting to look more proportional.

“Oh, you very much are.” Walking around her, Gina gave Emily's much wider ass a squeeze, causing her to yelp in surprise.

Flushing, Emily couldn't help but realize that she was in fact, very turned on by all of this. “Am... Am not!” Her protests were weak, because she knew she couldn't hide it. At the same time, she was still growing even larger by the moment. The buttons over her breasts were puckering, stretched as they were and barely able to contain her growing chest. A few pops later, her breasts were free, breaking through her bra at the same time.

“Oh my, look at these~” Gina reached around, giving Emily's breasts a squeeze, instantly sending enough pleasure through her to make her orgasm on the spot. At the same time, juice sprayed from her chest, proving that she was in fact, becoming juicier by the moment.

“Gina!” Emily whined, entirely enjoying her experience. This was not how it was supposed to be! But she couldn't doubt that the pleasure took her mind off the fact that she was quickly beginning to look like the blueberry she was turning into.

“What? It's just a preview of what it's going to be like when you're finally ripe.”

“R-ripe?” Emily blushed a deep blue, as a loud ripping sound was heard; her growing rear had split her pants. More than that, her hips and thighs were quickly popping the seams elsewhere, and yet she found herself wanting to grow larger even faster. If she felt this good with Gina's hands on her, that would mean that being juiced was going to feel even better than this.

“Yep. After all, fruits ripen, and you're quite the fruit~ And juicing you is going to be a lot of fun.”

“Is... Is juicing going feel this good?”

“Oh dear, juicing is going to make this feel like nothing in comparison.”

Emily swallowed, moaning quietly as her pants finally ripped off of her, revealing plenty of blue flesh beneath. At the same time, her sides and back were swelling outwards, making Emily look very much like an inflating ball. Unable to reach around herself, she could only let her arms rise with her swelling sides. At the same time, her legs spread ever farther apart, until she realized they were rising off the ground; she was now resting atop her crotch, as her legs disappeared.

Gina walked around her, poking and prodding her in places with her finger. “Yep, definitely ripening well.”

“Thanks...?” Emily wasn't sure if that was a compliment, but she hoped it was. Her breasts and belly were becoming one curve, as her breasts swelled up ever larger, and her engorged nipples became the only part of her chest that was still visible. Her arms too were growing shorter, or at least appeared to be. In reality, they were swelling up and disappearing inside her body, just like her legs.

Gina moved forward, giving one of Emily's swollen nipples a hard squeeze, squirting juice outward, far more than before. Emily orgasmed, feeling the pleasure spread through her body. How could it possibly feel this good? “You know dear, you're adorable when you're cumming.”

“I... am not...” Emily found it hard to deny things when she felt so aroused. The pressure she was feeling was turning her on, and her skin was feeling extremely sensitive. No doubt Gina knew that; she had to know what Emily was feeling, since she'd seen this sort of thing before. “You're... enjoying this...” Emily felt juice rush to her face, letting out a squeak as her cheeks and lips plumped up.

“You're right, I am. How could I not enjoy the transformation of my cute assistant?” Gina ran her fingers along Emily's skin, stimulating her sensitive body. Her nails felt almost sharp to the touch, and the thought of bursting was both terrifying, but also somewhat erotic. After all, Gina wouldn't really let her pop, right? “And to think, you're still far away from being ripe~”

“What?” Was all Emily could get out through bloated lips. Was she really not done growing? It was true, the pressure wasn't going away. She was still swelling, slowly but surely. Did she even have hands or feet anymore? She was already naked, and she was pretty sure the only thing that showed she was human was her bloated face and ponytail.

And yet, Gina gently pushed her backwards, causing Emily to squeak again as she was rolled onto her back, letting Gina lay atop her swelling body. Such a feeling made Emily cum again, for the pressure and touch was too much for her sensitive skin. Emily's face bloated further, as juice flowed to it, making it impossible for her to speak, but she could look up at her boss as she laid atop her.

“You know, you really are cute. Maybe I'll have a little fun with you before I squeeze you~”

Unable to speak as she was, all Emily could do was widen her eyes and squeak in embarrassment. At the same time, she realized why Gina had laid atop her. It was so Emily could see in real time how big she was getting, as her body pushed Gina away from her. She could feel her skin stretching, feel the pressure inside her growing, as the orb that was her body grew ever wider.

Emily never imagined a person could feel this much pressure. But then, before today she never imagined she'd ever be turning into a giant blueberry. Moaning through bloated lips, she came again, juice spraying from her cunt as she continued to swell. The bigger she got, the more sensitive she became; the pleasure was starting to make her feel somewhat delirious.

Gina slid off her assistant, walking around the massive woman to get a better look at Emily's head. Running her fingers through the blueberry's hair, gently massaging her scalp, Gina smiled down at the blueberry woman. “There's a good girl. Getting nice and big and ripe for me. Just like a good assistant should.”

Emily moaned, her thoughts growing harder to focus on between the pleasure of her swelling and the pleasure of Gina's touch. She was right though, she did want to be a good assistant. Sure, she had come here to find information... but she had now, hadn't she? She knew the truth, and she liked what she found.

Gina leaned in closer, close enough to whisper in Emily's ear. “Such a good girl, aren't you? Such a good berry. It feels good, doesn't it? It feels good to be a berry. It feels good to be a good girl for me, doesn't it?”

Another moan left Emily's bloated lips. It did feel good. She felt great. She didn't want it to end!

“That's right. Just going to let me take care of you, aren't you? You're going to do whatever I tell you, aren't you?”

Again, Emily moaned in response, her arousal growing stronger. She would. She would do whatever Gina asked, if it meant feeling like this all the time. How could she resist?

“You're all mine. You're my blueberry girl. Safe and secure, and doing whatever I want you to. You're going to be a good, obedient assistant, aren't you, Emily?”

She would be. Emily would be a good girl. She felt so aroused, so helpless, so needy; moaning louder, Emily wished she could touch herself, as she kept swelling. She felt clogged somehow, like she couldn't get off on her own...

“That's right. You're my obedient, helpful, wonderful assistant. Loyal and trustworthy. And you'll do whatever. I. Ask. Now then, shall I reward you? After all, I imagine the pressure is quite intense~”

Gina disappeared from Emily's view. She couldn't turn her head or move herself, so she could only judge where Gina was by the feeling of her fingers against her skin. She was much larger than she realized, based on how much she could feel, but Gina was getting closer and closer to her cunt...

And then Emily lost the feeling of being touched for a moment, followed by the intense, mind melting feeling of Gina's fingers on her folds. Instantly, she felt more aroused than she'd ever felt in her life, even during the best sex. Moaning in the loudest voice she could muster, she was cut off by a squeak as she felt Gina insert her fingers into her.

Somehow, it was like Gina knew exactly how to touch her, and exactly where she liked to be touched. Arousal built inside of her, pressure grew, but she could not cum, like it was blocked by something. Was it because the juice couldn't leave? She didn't know. All she knew was that she felt like she was about to go insane from erotic bliss. She needed that release, and she was helpless to do anything about it.

Suddenly, Gina removed her fingers, and the feeling of them leaving her cunt and brushing against her skin coupled with the sudden ability to release juice from her body caused Emily to cum harder than she'd ever imagined possible. Thick, pulpy juice squirted from her cunt onto the ground, as she rode the wave of bliss and arousal. Her mind was nearly blank, submerged entirely in the pleasure she was feeling. Nothing had ever felt so good before; if Gina gave her feelings like this, Emily was willing to be her good girl forever.

“Oh, what a good girl~ Seems like you're finally ripe and ready for juicing,” Gina cooed. Picking up her phone, Gina signaled for the help, which quickly arrived. The impish, almost sinister looking workers looked Emily up and down, before beginning to roll her away.

Emily wasn't sure where they were taking her, but she was glad that Gina was following along behind her, even if she could only see the woman for a few moments each time her head came back around. It was really obvious how large she was each time her head reached it's peak and she could see over herself; she hoped she wasn't this tall when she was squeezed!

Finally, they pushed her into some kind of cylinder, and closed the glass door behind them. Emily couldn't see what was going on; all she could feel was some kind of grate beneath her. Vaguely, she recalled that Gina said something about squeezing; was this that moment? Was she going to be squeezed? What if she burst? She wasn't sure if-

Before her mind could continue her worried thoughts, a giant, metal plate suddenly fell and pressed down on her body. Instantly, the pressure of being squeezed sent even greater pleasure than she'd felt before shooting through her; cumming even harder than she had previously, squirting juice out of her nipples, Emily's mind completely gave into the pleasure she was feeling.

So it continued. The press would raise, and then fall, and Emily would feel her brain go blank from the intense, arousing, erotic feelings she got. On and on it went, for what felt like an eternity. Emily had no idea how long it went on for; in her delirious state, time had little meaning. She barely grasped the time between the press falling, let alone how long it had been since it fell the first time. All she knew was that she was cumming, over and over again, and each time she knew she had that much more of a desire to stay with Gina.

Finally, after what felt like forever, the press stopped falling. Emily laid atop the grate, wet but mostly back to her original shape. She was still blue from head to toe, and much chubbier than she'd been when she walked into the lab earlier that day, but she looked human again. She was exhausted, unable to move from the exertion of orgasming that much.

The door to the cylinder opened, as Gina walked in and looked down at her chubby blue assistant. Picking her up, the wet blueberry woman found herself snuggling into her boss' arms. Yes, she absolutely wanted to stay with this woman now. She felt great. She felt happy. And she absolutely wanted to do this again.

“Such a good assistant. Hopefully you'll stick around~”

Emily could only mumble something that sounded like an agreement, as Gina carried her off somewhere. She couldn't wait for whatever Gina had for her next.
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